
today, would be called branding. Shenandoah Acres
 America’s Finest Inland Beach; it  the cables

and other water amusements, it  the beach house
with its always-current juke box tunes blaring, it
sand and beach food and picnic areas and camping
and horseback riding. And, most importantly, it was the
implied promise of endless days—and evenings—of
summer fun. It was, quite possibly, America’s first water
park.
     Given the nature of the business, the Blackas were
constantly walking a fine line between keeping their
patrons safe and allowing them plenty of freedom to
enjoy the Lake. From the ‘60’s on, the insurance indus-
try began casting a long, dark shadow over fun-in-the-
sun at Shenandoah Acres.
     “We’d been fighting liability insurance for years and
years,” Jack explains. “You might be with the same
insurance company three or four years in a row, then
they’d drop you and you’d have to find somebody else.
They were scared to death of anything associated with
water. We lost the diving boards in the late ‘60s. We
originally had a three meter board and a one meter
board on the pier at the end of the walkway, we had a
board on the first deck of the tower, and we had a board
on the other concrete pier with the big slide, but we had
to take them all down. Of course we survived that. But
in the end, there was no diving anywhere in lake.”
     Over the years a plethora of non-aquatic activities
were added--the horseback riding, miniature golf, ten-
nis, bike rentals, ball fields, hiking trails, as well as
horseshoes, croquet, shuffleboard, and volleyball.
These added draws became necessary as insurance
companies clamped down.
     The one constant through all the changes, though,
was that Shenandoah Acres remained a family busi-
ness, dedicated to serving up family entertainment.
Every year adults who had come to the lake as children
came back, their kids in tow. Then those kids grew up
and had kids and three generations shared the experi-
ence. Jack reflects, “I think Shenandoah Acres has
played a huge part in the development of Stuarts Draft.
It’s been one of the major businesses here. We brought
a lot of people to Stuarts Draft. I think a lot of people
moved into this area because of the Lake. They found
Stuarts Draft to be a nice community with family recre-
ation where they could bring the kids out—they figured
it would be a nice place to settle down.
     A lot of kids got their first job experience here. For
two or three summers we worked with the Augusta
County and Waynesboro schools’ Distributive Educa-
tion programs. We always supported the Staunton
Braves baseball team. There were a couple of sum-
mers where we had some of their guys on staff. I
remember one year we had two of their pitchers work-
ing for us as lifeguards.
     There was never any real trouble on the property—
an occasional squabble, you’ll always have that, but
no trouble. Harold and I were both Conservators of the

Peace for Augusta County.That’s a little known law
available to businesses—some big shopping centers
have it—it involves a special appointment by the circuit
court judge; Judge William Moffett appointed us. Davis,
the clerk, handled everything for us through our attor-
ney.
     We wore a little badge that hung over our belts that
said Augusta County Conservator of the Peace, which
gave us basically the same authority that a Deputy
Sheriff might have on Shenandoah Acres property. We
had official signs posted in the beach house that cited
the code numbers and named us as Conservators of
the Peace.
     Once people saw those, it nipped a lot of stuff in the
bud before anything got serious. No alcoholic beverag-
es was one of our rules; of course you can’t control it
all, and we had a few people break the rules, but if you
can’t see it, you can’t say anything about it. We didn’t
have any big problem with that. Generally, if somebody
got out of hand, we’d usher them back to their campsite
and they’d generally stay there.
     Of course in later years, we had some security—
retired police, that sort of thing—who’d stay on-site after
we closed the Lake at 10pm. They’d make their pres-
ence known, maybe drive through the campground a
few times until twelve or one o’clock. They were able to
keep order. If anything happened, our first call would
be to the sheriff’s department. We used to give all
those guys season passes for their families—all the
troopers and sheriffs; we got to be pretty good friends
with some of them.”
     In the end, it was the insurance issue that brought
the lake, as we knew it, to a close. Jack clarifies:

“Back in the late ‘90’s I was spending at least a
quarter of my time off-season trying to find insurance.
And when I’d find it, I’d have to take out a bank loan to
make the down payment. It was just eating us alive. In
the spring of 2000, if I remember right, we were insured
by a big insurance company out of their New York
office. They sent a couple of guys down in suits and
ties to shut the cables down. Now, we’d been in this
business since 1935 and this is what we’d built the
business on.
     Just prior to Memorial Day weekend that year, after
the insurance guys had been there, they sent another
fellow down with a camera to take a picture of the rides
lying on the floor of the store room, to prove that we
weren’t using them. That season, the paid admissions
through the beach house dropped by 50%, if you can
believe that. We’d have whole groups of twenty-five or
thirty people show up and a couple of people would pay
to get in and stand on the porch looking around. When
they saw the cables weren’t in operation we’d have to
refund them and the whole group would leave.”
     The handwriting was on the wall; Shenandoah
Acres sold in 2005 after shutting down operations in
the summer of 2004 By then most of the original “toys”
had been replaced with insurance company approved
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